individual out of the robber, and turns the robbed into a donee, a crumbs-receiver, a beneficiary. If it is thus with regard to a plain robber, it is infinitely more so with regard to the legalized robber, the representative, upholder and beneficiary of a social system of robbery,-the CAPITALIST.
The capitalist is a plunderer of workingmen. All the wealth he has represents such plunder. Taking Carnegie as a type, the amount of wealth held by the capitalist is in direct ratio to the number of his fleeced, victimized workingmen. But this is not yet the real FEATURE of the capitalist. His plunder is but a manifestation. The real feature of the capitalist is not the ownership of vast piles of wealth consumable in enjoyment, it is his ownership of the machinery of production, the club by means of which he can make the workingmen "stand and deliver," and thus expropriate them of the vast fruits of their labor. It is, accordingly, not childishness, it is, accordingly, not folly to nibble a few crumbs in the shape of a few hundred or a thousand dollars, from the fruits of the wholesale plunder, and leave the bulk of the plunder, including the club with which to carry on the plunder, in the hands of the plunderer, and call that "expropriating the expropriators" and "a step in the right direction." Such conduct is infamy. It is sailing under false colors. It is putting a sensible principle to a laughable use. It is decking poltroonery with the feathers of bravery. It is opening the doors to corruption in the livery of that purity that the Social Revolution implies. It is opening for a bribe the palm that should grasp the avenger's sword.
The "reformer's" tactics, his "step in the right direction" lead only away from the path of science, and, consequently, of manhood and purity; they lead, with accelerating rapidity, down, inevitably, into the mephitic bogs towards which the Kangaroo, along with his Volkszeitung and his Social Democracy, wended his way when he was kicked down the stairs of the Socialist Labor Party's headquarters, on the night of July 10, 1899, and in which he is now wallowing with his HomesteadCarnegies and his Coolie-Hearsts. 
